still cat; and when lie had done and sat touching her
face and her hair with his delicate wild hands, she
removed her breast and opened the piano and touched
the keys. Saccharine melodies she played9 from mem-
ory and in the current- mode, that you might hear on
any vaudeville stage? and with a shallow skill, a feeling
for their oversweet nuances. They sat thus for some
time while the light faded? Belle in another temporary
vacuum of discontent, building for herself a world in
which she moved romantically^ finely 9 and a little tragi-
cally, with Horace sitting beside her and watching both
Belle in her self-imposed and tragic role? and himself
performing his part like the old actor whose hair is thin
and whose profile is escaping him via his chin, but who
can play to any cue at a moment's notice while the
younger men chew their bitter thumbs in the wings*

Presently the rapid heavy concussions of Harry's
feet thumped again on the stairs mounting^ and the
harsh wordless uproar of his voice as he led some one
else in the back way and up to his bathroom. Belle
stopped her hands and leaned against him and kissed
him agains clinging. "This is intolerable," she said5
freeing her month with a movement of her head* For
a moment she resisted against his arm^ then her hands
crashed discordantly upon the keys and slid through
Horace^s hair and down his cheeks tightening* She
freed "her mouth again. "Now, sit over there.5*

He obeyed; she on the piano bench was in half
shadow. Twilight was almost accomplished; only the
line of her bent head and her back^ tragic and still,
making him feel young again. We do torn corners upon
ourselves, like suspicious old ladies spying on servants?
Horace thought. No, like boys trying to head off a
parade. "There*s always divorce/5 he said*
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